Not simple heart nor virtue nor the dower
of birth at Court, your nurse, avail to save

from those corruptions creepingly that lour
in falsehood's school, and honour's open grave.

And you at parting, who promised me the flower
of your bright eyes and did your promise waive,

proved how communication has the power
the richest gifts of nature to deprave.

Dastard in love, that pale avenging wraith,
you fled by night, and, as your treason's cover*
pleaded the Queen's command, and for that feinted

favour dishonoured both your vows and faith.
Favour !   What favour do you leave your love,
with naught to love save what a brush has painted?
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